PARIS

January

THE SCHEDULE ran up to form in the preliminary canter
round Paris before the serious travelling to Switzerland
and Italy began. After an argument with a friend at
Croydon before leaving in the Imperial Airways machine
I was able, as we crossed the French coast, to convince
him that the aeroplane passed between Dieppe and Le
Treport, and to point out the stretch of the trout stream
about which I write. I noticed that it looked just as cold
as it does when I visit it in May.

This Parisian prelude varies very little. Scarcely is it
as much a prelude as the tuning-up of the orchestra before
the conductor arrives; instead of an orchestra, on this
occasion the conductor is in charge of the wagons-lits
compartments of the Oberland express*

Apart from the beauties of the snow-slopes and watch-
ing die beauties at the snow-sports, I shall on this tour
have the chance to see one or two places new to me,
such as Wengen, Miirren, and Scheidegg in the Bernese
Oberland. Here I shall be in the Kandahar Club's best
hunting-ground, the Melton Mowbray of Switzerland,
and the sight of the golden badge "K" will make me
turn my steps swiftly towards the Curling Rink.

For I gather that the general attitude of Kandahar
members, which includes women, is not always tolerant
to thek less adept brothers and sisters of the ski-board,
the girls especially becoming very "tip-nose" and
haughty when qualified to wear the badge of the Club,
which considers itself the Royal Yacht Squadron of
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